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SOME REMARKS ON PLAYTHINGS. 




illustrations of many picture toy-books, if strongly 
- - 1 — ” instead of being tattered and 

our 


coloured . , r , . 

and simply framed, may, instead of being tattered 

unsightly in a week, hang on the nursery walls of uur 
children’s children. Even smaller pictures and Christmas 
cards often survive years of honourable service if they are 
pasted into a stoutly made scrap-book, or on to a calico- 
backed screen. In a plethora of toys, such as occasionally 
has to be dealt with, owing to birthdays or Christmas, it i s 
prudent to quietly keep in reserve the ones that present 
most difficulties. In times of illness, or even on wet days 
if they are good for anything at all, they will be of high 
value, and will then stand a considerably better chance of 
remaining unbroken than they otherwise would. 

For ordinary practical use I would recommend the 
strongest, solidest, simplest, and those only, with linen- 
backed picture books, and, if need be, a well-made rocking- 
horse, until a child has advanced so far as to be able to 

handle things carefully, when more fragile ones as, for 

example, soldiers, or dolls’-house furniture (always a joy to 
the future housekeeper)— may well be added. Mr. Ruskin 
was perhaps too sternly, but not unwisely dealt with by his 
mother, who limited his early playthings to a bunch of keys 

the ,WI bncks> Here > at an y rate > was the solidity 

to love ft SaX °I! ° Ve \ Possihl y the national tendency is 

hinJs BuT7 T tHe eXdUSi ° n ° f ° ther and eve " better 

ls Tdestmv b 6 mflu T Ce ~ and * - strong — of mos t toys 

place but a deh^ S ^ r I crav i n £> and leave nothing in its 
P^ce but a debased toleration for less worthy things. 




A PENCIL SKETCH 

1CH bR OM NATURE. 

By a Mother. 

It is not his little earthly frame that r 
you, though surely no fairer setting ,7^ t0 P ut befor e 
that which Nature has bestr a C ° U d be conceived than 
innocent spirit. Dainty home fo7a m o°? A* light ' bri « ht ' 
clear eyes, deep, thoughtful "! Th ° Se 

according to changing moods or Wr ght ’ laughln £ blue > 
The little sou, siAt L”“d 0 « TZ\ “W 

the fair earth, the loved faces and the rtf *’ gaZra? out at 
voune- life • and th. 7 ’ the chan S ln g scenes of its 
young fife and the windows are so transparent you can 
watch it smile or sigh. P y 

with 16 t^tL* 0 ^ n ° Utb S P eaks vvitb its every movement, 

out the help of the sweet voice with its adorable baby 

imperfections of utterance. The skin is clear and fair as 
transparent china ; and the face is set in a halo of light, 
delicate curls of the finest, softest hair, which Nature has 
twisted round her own dainty fingers. 

Dear little baby Harold ! I have “ used up all the 
adjectives,” yet I have not made you see him clearly ! 

But wait ! he is coming ! He shall show you his own 
sweet self in his own fashion. He is only a baby still in 
point of age ; not yet three years have passed over the sunny 
little head ; but in wit, in imagination, in sense of humour, 
and in sympathy, perhaps he can even teach us something. 

“ Come in, little one ! Did I hear your little voice r Ah ! 
that’s what you always ask, isn’t it: ‘What shall we dor 
Well, shall it be a story to-day r” Knock-a-tock at my 
forehead comes the softest of little fists. “ Is ou in r coos 
the sweetest of baby voices. “ Yes, we are at home, ’ squeak 
the stories. 

“ Who is that ? ” 

“ Oh, that is Silverlocks, I think. 

“ No, I don’t want Silverlocks ; who elk is in . 
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pencil sketch from nature. 


“ Oh, /’m at home, baby, do have me ! ” 

“ Who are you r ” 

“ Oh, I'm Brother Fox ! ” 

.. Yes, I will have you ; I like you, Brother F ox. 

So Brother Fox, the favoured one, comes forth, and this i s 
how his little story goes : 

“ Once on a time Brother Fox was going through a wood, 
and looking up he saw Sister Crow perched upon a bough 
above him. ‘ Good morning, Sister Crow ; have you seen 
Brother Rabbit go by this way r ’ 

“ ‘ Oh yes, I saw him pass by just now.’ 

“ ‘ Which way did he go, Sister Crow ? ’ 

‘“What do you want with him, Brother Fox r’ 

“ ‘ Sweet little dear ! I want to kiss him ! ’ 

At this point the little listener’s baby mouth curves with 
the most delicious of unwilling smiles, which he vainly tries 
to repress; for one of his small jokes is to try to get through 
the funny parts without laughing ; fas he once remarked 
himself, after a ripple of smiles had swept all the gravity 
out of his little face: ‘I tried not to laugh, but ’—with a 
final complete breakdown — ‘ I couldn’t help it ! ’ ) ‘ That 

wasn’t twue,’ he comments, with the archest of expressions. 
The story proceeds : 

“ ‘ Oh then, Brother Fox, Til tell you the way ; turn to the 
righ t and then to the left, and keep straight on, and you’ll 

h ™ °~ hl * h °, 1 ®’ So Brother Fox went a little further, and 
Sister Mfl S ^ P ercbe d on a bough. ‘Good morning, 

■“ Oh ‘7 l yOU Seen Br ° ther Rabbi ‘ 80 by this way? 

“ ■ Wh ch \ r h tr0t by With his bab y bunny just now.’ 

„ . wt C ,V Vay dKl he 8°. Sister Magpie V 
What do you want with him, Brother Fox > ■ 
Whttledear.Iwantto^him,/ 0 ^ 

ear, as before.) UVUL> SayS tbe bttle ]au ghing voice in my 

right, and the^to'thMeft and^ y ° U ‘ h ® Way ; tUrn t0 
come to his hole.’ 5 ee P Haight on, and you’ll 

Brother Squirref^n ° ", 3 little furth er, and he saw 

Brother Squirrel come H & eec h-tree. ‘ Good morning, 

’ t d rather stay in my tree. 
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NATURE. 


“ ‘ Oh, but I’ve got a pocketful * 
for you to crack.’ ' of n uts, Brother Squirrel 

I don t believe you’ve g-ot o n i 
‘“Well, well, 1 raust 1 on P ° cbet ' Brother Fox.’ 
Rabbit go by this way ?’ ' Have Y°u seen Brother 

“ ‘ Yes, he went bv onlv a 
“ ‘ Which way did he g„, BrJCs " ■ T’ 

‘“What do you want with him BroTh^F ’ 

“,‘irf little dear ' 1 want to kiss hto” * ’ 

[ lhat wasn t twue,’ comes the Htti« r • - 
“‘Very well, Brother 

the left, and keep straight on and vou’li 6 3nd then t0 

« So Brother Fox went on a l u C ° me t0 his hole ’ 
Brother Rabbit’s hole and he Came t0 

smell Brother Rabbit quite well bilf d ° Wn * a " d C ° Uld 
t i • u * 4 well > but h e was too big to get in 

Looking up he saw Brother Weasel sitting close bv 

“ ‘ There’s a rabbit down this hole, Brother Weasel ; would 
you like to have him r* 

“ ‘ Oh yes, Brother F ox, I would. Is there really ? ’ 

Ihen you shall, Brother Weasel, if you do as I tell you. 
See ! you go down this hole, and frighten him out, and I’ll 
stand at the other hole and catch him and keep him for you.’ 
“ ‘ Oh will you, Brother Fox ; that is kind.’ 

“ So Brother Weasel went down the hole, and Brother Fox 
waited at the other end of the burrow. 

“In a moment out popped Brother Rabbit in a terrible 
fright. Snap ! snap ! and he was gone down Brother Fox’s 
throat ! 

“ Presently up came Brother Weasel. 

Fox, where’s my rabbit r ’ 

“ ‘ Do you want him, Brother Weasel r’ 

“ ‘ Yes, I do, Brother Fox ; give him to me. 

“ ‘ Come and find him,’ said Brother Pox. 

“ Snap ! snap ! and the head of Brother Weasel went to 
find the rabbit down Brother Pox s throat ! His body ° n 
the ground, for Brother Fox never ate weasels, an e on y 
swallowed the head to get rid of Brother V easel. 

Why is this little story such a favorite, I wonde *’ a 
because it combines two things ^^Hm fairy tides of 
from the example of all the dear ^ fascinat ion for the 
our childhood, have a special chc 


Well, Brother 
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mind of a child; namely, the endowment 01 animals with 
the power of speech and a personality of their own ; and the 
repetition, with trifling variations, of the same idea again 
and again, which always soothes the little brain with a 
pleasant sense of familiarity and expectedness, whilst the 
grain of novelty makes it amusing and interesting. 

The tragedy of this little episode of the woods can be 
borne in the telling, and when lightened by Brother Fox’s 
little joke about the kissing. But if it comes to acting out 
such a piece with toy creatures, it will be a different matter, 
as we shall see. Have we never felt the realism of the 
drama to render unendurable a story which we might have 
borne to read with a certain amount of philosophy ? 

“ What shall we do now ? ” 

“ Come, little Harold, get me your farm and we will play.” 
“Where is the wolf? Ah, here he is.” (Limping on his 
pin leg stuck in with black sealing wax, he is truly terrible. 
He was meant for nothing more awful than an old horse 
grazing ; but certainly, with his round, bent back, his bushy 

tad and his fierce look, he was better cut out for a dangerous 
wolf.) ° 

“Now, this is the field where all the baa-lambs and the 
Trk wood ; thls gre 7 moss is the grass - close b y is a 

is the ho ’ 7 T m ° SS f ° r thls ’~ and J' ust at the edge of it 

ho low a„T,h° ,r lf " (The does duty : it is 

noiiow and the wolf can get inside.) 

thefield V to n play n by it^lf \nthe !f a ' lamb ^ 0t out of 
And it wandered on rill ;* ° ane ‘ ^ ee ' bere it comes ! 

lost its way See i > CamG l ° a dreadful wood, where it 

Httle baa! 6ee ! * can t find its field at all. Poor 

Presently it came to a nice littlo L , 

™°° 7 ( ‘I will knock at the do' ? ® dgB ° f th ® 

lamb, ‘and ask for some fnnrl tbou £ht the poor little 

and so hungry and cold ’ ^ sbeber > for I’m all tired out, 

So he we n t ud t i, 

fatly, with his little ll d °°u r and knocked like this, so 
looked out of the window an f head ‘ And Mrs * Moo-cow 
ln her hurry ’’ . . d ° W and P u * her horn through her cap 
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But . . . What is this f a _ i 1 

snatched up the poor benighted g white hand fas 

lnt ;, h,S “ a S ai " I The thought “hr P ° pped him sa fely 

not to be borne, and a Deus ex „ , comin ? tragedy was 
my proposed victim, and brought”; Xm? t SW °° pad a P°" 
,■ ,. , y rama to an untimely 

Ihe little play is acted out- th 

my breast, and the blue eyes Y head is resti ng on 

the animals back into their box Tv^r content edly as I put 
last, for he is nestling so happily in 7 * White baa is the 
but at length he goes to bed to— nt • Warm bab y-hand ; 

the dreadful wolf,— and babv Hami! Suitable distance from 
sigh of satisfaction, to every-Ly affairs^™ 8 ’ ^ & little 

“ Yes > he is ready for his tea t i. 

just a little more ! ” ’ n ^ have kissed him 

This is only a little sketch ; there is no moral. 

If we must find one to satisfy our readers T ran i 
suggest that an hour of perfect svmnathv hJ ’ 1 ° n y 
and her little chiid is scaL.y an^wLt^n 7 hZ 
only over the fate of a toy baa-lamb ! Perhaps-I do nol 
now the sympathy with a sweet, fresh child-spirit may be 
as useful and soul-refreshing to the mother as it is helpful 
and comforting to the child. Certainly it is a link between 
them which will last when many an apparently more 
important one is ready to snap. 


